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EPISODE FOUR
THE SIONE GOIJ.

1 WONHER what would liave be«n DonaldJordan's fate if Hownrd Barnes, city pal¬
lor of the Journal, had not not an in-.onapi.-uous item in an KxclianKe. I won

der what would have been tb«- -Mid .iff .orothv McKay's love stoi y if James Mar-
ton. reporter, had failed to make *ood '>n
the seemingly simple. but rcall> verv <lif!i-
..tilt, assignment which Raines na\* fi'im <>n«
morning.

Befnro 1 tell you the strung? story >.;
"The Stone God." 1 want tto explain a noiv:
paper custom that is everywhere prevalentFtecause different minds react t'» different
stimuli the editor of one paper on rend in g
another paper often sees little Hen's whi< .

suggest a big story to him. while to t i;-
editor in whose paper he finis the«> item,
they seem pood only for a lin«* or two.
So ea«-h morning the <"ity Editor >f <.%>.

newspaper goes over dozen* ,.f exohangc-looking Tor suggestions He blue-pen- is
l hose wlil'li seem to him to offer ,;r->n. -..

"

"* ar"' bases assignments -mi l-ioin.
"If" sometinies foi-ms to me 10 '.»». the in---

Important >vord in the English laniruage. . u
an "if' 111.- greatest terms of fat* and chat .-

are based. If the least variation >i events
in the story I am going to tell you had taken
place. the t'Jrea' Stone <»ol of India woub
have seemed 10 his votaries all powerful :.
reach oul into the Western "Vorld and .

.

impose upon it the will of the Kast and i
penalty that befalls "unb«»lievcrF '

To me the st >r.v I am going to tell \ ,i
seems t<. be tin* love inle of !»i;rothy Mctjav.
Jimmy calls it the "VenKeat.c«j of Buddha'
and the -itv editor headed his sto-y **l!ri« '*¦!
army officer meets violent death"

It is all a matter of accent. It depends on
whether you think love i.r mystery or th.
passion for revenue the »ireatest element «r,
the strange tale which began when this Jet -

*r was brought to me at the close of nr'day's work
pear Miss Fairfax:
My father has ouai re;.><! w ith the ma

I lo\* Would it be right t o elop.'.'oilld you i-diiii and talk lo tne?
I i)l|f>THV McliAV,

-1' l'«lhatn i-.oa.l
N e u York City.Therf was nothing particularly Martini:

wfeout that letter, and if ;t had comr* to jr.-with the regular mail of the day i suppose1 should never have noticed it "-bit it Justhappened tiiat this letter came in at thepsychological moment when :t was bound
to claim attention.

I was ready to close u;. my desk foi the
evening when Jimmy Harinn came into the
nftlce looking puzzled and discouraged. Ilia
usually fluent typewriter Rave a click or two
and then stopped as if Inspiration ami facts
as well were lacking.

I'tter dejection appeared to have posses¬sion of the usually smiling Jimmy, so ! de¬
cided on a little home missionary work and
invited Mr. Marion to come home with me for
dinner,
He insisted that i.e hadn't time for that,but that he'd like to tab.- me out to dinner

and tell me his troubles. Just a* v. e were
leaving the letter of which I have tol.l you
'.ame. I picked it un carelessly Miouth.
glanced at it and put it in my pocket.
At that Juncture < ban. e and cit < t:mstaiii:e

did a very wonderful stroke of work. If
had not put that letter in my pocket.if 1
had left it for the next morning's mail.the
fute of a great many people must have been
sadly different.

But I did thrust that letter carelessly into
my pocket, and it dropped to the floor just
whet. Jimmy and I were finishing dinner in
a quiet corner of the English >;rill
Jimmy picked it up and frowned at the

square, heavy English writing. "I,o< l;s more
like a love letter than a letter about love."
he Complained.

I was not in th* mood for banter, so I
shoved the letter across the table. Jimmy
read it.eagerly he reread it.then he leaned
acrnss the table and spoke in a Queer,
breathless voice.
"Kate seems to b& writinc another story

for us to work out in collaboration. Miss
Keatnce . . . '.".JO T'elham road . )t
looks to me as if we were on the track of
something big. Have you fifteen minutes
to spare? I'd like to tell you what looks
to me like a part of this girl's storv. Will
you listen?"

"In voui own language, Mr. Barton. I'm
the best little listener in this neighbor¬hood." I lauprhed lightly.

But foi Jive long strenuous hours after
that I did not laugh again. The moments
whi.-h followed Jimmy's narration were
packed to the brim with the greatest ele¬
ments of humanity's story, love ami bate;
superstition and dogma; race loyalty and the
lust for vengeance. And they led two men
to death and another to the verge of a
strange doom.

As for .'orothy McRay, her love story
must have had an ending: so hideous 'hat it
would have haunted her all iter days, if the
web of circumstances hail not been woven
in a deft pattern, starred with colors bright
enough to show a strange woof of Oriental
design and treachery.
Here is Jimmy's story just is he told tt

to me.with as much of Jimmy's picturesque
and vital "Oang as a mere woman can re¬
member:
"Barnes handed in? a Jolt this morning

.vhen he gave me what looked liko a baby
assignment for a fifteen dollar a »voek cub
reporter. Here's the clipping he had blue-
pencilled for me to follow."
Jlnuny handed me a crumpled clipping,

.r.e head of which rend:
* Indlnn Prince at Ililtniori'.

llnjo All Jnllirl Arrive* from Cnlcnttn.'
Through the smaller type of the item be¬

low this head was a blue line, and pencilled
across It In Barnes' scrawl: "Interview this
fellow."
"Looks like a fine assignment, doesn't it?"

grinned Jimmy. Well, this is whnt it led
to. I had a shave and a shine to doll upand get into the Biltniore class, and then I
marched over to the hotel. The e'erk was
polite enough, but he informed me after he'd
srotten his call-down over the 'phone that
Ali Jaibel, Kajo of Calcutta, was not givinginterviews.

"I stood at that desk and did-some heavy
thinking. If this chap didn't want to give
interviews all the more, reason J. Barton
wanted to Interview him. While 1 was
11>¦n'way Dame Kale plnjed into

.. r.g conic ? strpiglit-haired.

dark complexloncil 1 w'io had tV.e map ofCast India. all over his ?Jroadway clothe.".
-.Wed I ten you that little- Jimmy trail?tight ail 1 >»*?.?»<s around a corner ¦>(

the covritior when the ">nge i.ilie? the hn*-
. it ed tu the door oi A'»in r niatit N'r>. 33?"Tha" Kas' Indian plays r-; ' nn*> :nyhands like a hush leaguer. Wiiat did lie '«
Ii>jt f«irgi>t *r. tip 'he boy! Wh. t d«>'?-' Jimmy

do I . t hand the
bo% dollar bi'.l?What «. the
boy but d

/?

Ou»»ldr 'he «ln

it- Apartment .^.t. *.vhi h whs o..*-i i «¦ **.» t ;
ugh to Iip next lour and »n:ptv?"*.n». w . .Mis*; ii i. . ; «>>< you plctur*friend Jimmy standing on a little table and

peeping 'hrough .. big trans tm. ! k now
yon don't approve of eavesdropping. but
'intll you revolutionize ho whole newspape
tamo 1 guess his ¦stories WIS otitinue
be.'overheard

"X'retty mo ill iii comes .*» chap takt to
ie our friend All. all dres.s.'tl up in th«
rohes I know iru with the priests it Ruddha.
The .«t ran Ret* makes a deep salaam ail'I Ali
craelousl> It ids him :r rise Tnen the pric.fnsk.s a question and the caller replies

"I was not mite ;ms.::\o what 1 beam
but now it connects up it was ""'Jo 3'el-

hiim road.' 1 iocs that interest you. Mis?
Kairfax?"

I looked at I or »th> McRay's letter lying
on the table between us T'elham road
reemed suddenl> fraught with niysterj and
strange portent.
"My storv seem* t.-. m.erest you." said

.1 irnin\ smilingly -Want to hear the new
chapter? Well, we left Jimmy on
the table oeering through the transom. The
strangci 1 had followed to Ali's apartmen
talked a goo.l -leal louder than the priest,
so I jot wli.it he said. I'he next bit of
repartee which oame my way was: l*.aeh
night iie takes it from tiie vault and look*
at it. With n:y eyes I have seen it.'
"Miss Fairfax. I had a sudden feeling that

whatever 'if was i wanted to sae it. too.
There's something mysterious and magical
sounding about those Ka.-u Indian chaps that
just about hypnotizes a fellow. And that
stranger salaamed so respectfully when he
spoke of 'if that all I could think it might be
was a pigeon blood ruby from the forehead of
iiuddha or some little trinkM like that!"

Neither Jimmy nor 1 could possibly have
imagined how much more "it" stood for ko
those I'.uddhist ,»r»ests than would even a
priceless pigeon blood ruby from the. fore¬
head of an idol have meant.
"At the very end only. Rajo Al! spokeloud enough for me to hear. It was only

one word.hut that one word was. "To¬
night.* "

"To-night!.1 wanted to go there anyway;r try to help Dorothy McKay," '. said."And I've got to go there now that I'm
sure of the address which I didn't unite get,but which your letter gives me," said Jim¬
my. "I've just one more useful bit of datum,Miss Beatrice. You see. I followed that In¬dian after he loft the Raj/s room at thehotel.

"And lie ied me. to a cross street, wherehe vanished into 'in empty-looking placewith a big 'For Sale' sign across the frontof it.
"I got THAT number all right.ami now.with the number you have. I think we're on

our .vay to get >ur friend Ali's numberWhat do you think about it?"
We wasted no more time in imaginingwhat we wetc going to get.but set out at

once to get it.
The MeRay cottage was exactly the sortof place in which nothing more excitingthan the daily five o'clock tea should find itssetting. I tu t as we drove up in the taxiwhicli"tlie sudden need of haste had made usfeel we must take, wild screams .etM thaair, and the first to greet tis is we started

up the path was a uniformed p »liceman, who
turned into the gale Just ahead of us.
Without stopping lo analyze my feel¬ing, 1 rushed up the path :ift.*r Jimmy andthe policeman. The door ot the cottagestood open. W? entered the broad hall and

followed the sound of the so-earns into :.
room which was a library '.n «very sense of
t!ie wori t'reat cases of book*- lined th«i
wall from tljor to ceiling.
The Krenih windows were closed and the

curtains drawn. The air was almost stilling.And in one corner .of the room a strange
group was huddled.
On the floor lay (he body of a militarylooking man of between fifty and sixty. His

face was set In an ugly sneer -it portrayed
utter hatred and something of terror.

Above the body stood sn ,irt:cl (Eiml.
>nkine «-h;M> it' whoso hand w,i> a blood¬
stained «nif" A maid stood shrinking i<
against a tabic screaming at Interval." with
an almost automatic effort.
The officer seized the man who he!d t'i«

knife, and silenced him wlier ha n;:ie ai:
effort to speak
Then he turned to another girl vIk. was

lurking so 'ar back In ilie shadows that I
had not noticed her. She was a remarkably
pretty girl of the .lowerlike Fnglish tyye.3ut iter face ha 1 a look of horrr.r and suf¬
fering such as 1 havj never befcre beheld
.>n that of any hnnian treature.

1 knew instinctively that tins must i «»
Dorothy McKay and that the m?.n -vhn laydead at her feet was her father, 'lut who
was the handsome young follow from wlios.
nerveless hand the jlli'-er ha 1 tai.en *lio
Hood-stained knife'.'
The policeman spoke to the girl. "Do youknow who this voting ft-llow is'.' <'v.\ youthink of any motive why he'd want .< kill

your father?"
The srIr 1 lookea at h»r 'tuestioner fo :t

moment and then turned .-ves of -iguifb
and reproach on his prisoner. J-'b» openedher lips to speak and then stumbled ba*"!
and fell fainting In my arms.
"As soon as the girl is a little lienor,

you'd l etter <-01110 along wills me. Mis:-- Fair*
fax," said Jimmy.

'Wait!" 1 rrie-H impatiently.
"It'll t * too late after a vhllr." saiii Jim¬

my.but I thought he was .sneaking in an¬
swer to something the oflleer had said t.- I . r
.hai! t .> me.

\t last ' in efforts were rewarded an I ili><
girl stared at me with that Strang". hlur.oi
e>:nrertsi« 11 p'ople eftiti have when they
<<ne suddenly front the world of uti'onsci-
ou;-*ness '..'...I. to the virhl where they must
t'Vt.'ti realize tlflr sufferings.

"I n-i f.ratri'.e Fairfax, dent. .am- in
mis\-<-r t > v:nr letter. f want to help you.
1 .<» y mi i». 1i-. in me? I want nothing in
till this world so much now as just to help
. ou

"f'eatri (. Fairfax.you wan( to heln inc."
muttered the girl vaguely. \ii«"« 'hen she
f»-'l to sobbing.
"The maid can take care of he: !!..* Miss

U«*atri<-f.I " li i! P .vou'i! b- in1'^' h«>l; > *-u
come along w'th me," said » imio.

Ine o' Ruddlir

ii..* i:ii -pened lie- st,di'ei:'»- aurtstudied .11. Sudden]' itV.iri.ifai's .11 ri
new necessity ipened Kike man', peon)**who are enduring terrible sires: and strain"'orothy McKay ,'olt that she must ">ll '-or
story.«h* Ii»d to ;ivc hirself the dief * f
words
"Please li.iii ' g<> >¦:»:. mill i-->

' *ou."
she cried."!'!i -ei! v *vervthlti-- pleas..vait."
"Ten tniitii.es. mutter :.i ,'imntj ¦¦ 11. ei^v.

"I'll ^ive you len nun with h¦: ehecr-
fu you 11 g person
This was Dorothy's story. She o\ *>0 Don-

aid Jordan, the mar whom the policeman
had ;>lai ed under orrest. llei father had
telt a strange .ininmsity toward th> young
lawyer, but ne'er * 1111 i 1 ha: at'tei h-oii had
he taken a ..iolent stand mi the matter
That day, however, h: had him uoot.

Donald and Dorothy atfl '.ia i fairly torn bis
daughter out Cie arms ol 1 >1 .. mat <h*
lovad.
Then be had ordered "lonald oiu ¦>, '.hi

iionse. Thr- younger man replied \iiigrily
and tha two almost came to blows.
Finally Donald had raised his hand in fury
and had shouted wildly: "I'll marry her. and
heave-i help > ou if you stand in my way."
Dorothy lifted h.-r eyes to mine, and

saw the ituestion in ihei:- troubled depths.
Dared she trust I'onald Jordan.trust him
in spite of those ghastly words?

"It's only rirt timstanii.-. 1 evidence, lear.
perhaps he didn't do It." 1 said weakly
enough. For I, too, was sharing Dorothy's
tortured suspicions '.hat the man she loved
was a murderer.
Then suddenly Jimmy stepped forward- .

debonair, smilinc Jimmy, whose friendly
grin caught the attention oven of 'his Digl-t-
ened girl.
"One (|uestion more. Miss MtRay. Ilow

does Jordan .tappet; to be here? If you can
give us n good reason foi that . think I
may be able to prove that he isn't a mur¬
derer."

> turned and stared at .iiir.my He seemed
to l>e promising a good d -al inon- than there
was any logical reason t.> suppose he could
perform. 3ut Dorothy ATcKay smiled back
at him through her tears and finished her
story a linos t hopefully.

"Just after I had mailed m> letter to Miss
Fairfax the 'phone rant. I was right down
in the ball so I answered it. II was Don.
lie told me father never would consent to
our marriage, but that one ' we were married
there was nothing lo- oiihl d>> about it.

"Don begged me t. > elope with him. and 1
derided to do it ibis very .veiling.while
my courage held out. 1 had my suitrase
all packed and the night b>.-k on the door
thrown off so Don could ...ome In and gst
me."

"So, that's how ii<* happenet. to l>e in tlio
fious? to-night. lie came for vou.-not to
harm your father." said Jimmy.

Hut af'erward when we were on our way
to follow his clue.the forlorn hope that
w.' would find some'liurt 'o h.'lp us in the
empty house into which h«* ha<l seen the
Fast Indian turn that afternoon-.Jimmy
confessed to me that tb<- only logical way
out was to feel that McKay had tried to in¬
terfere with Jordan when the boy came for
Dorothy and that the desperate young lover
had killed the ni'iit in 1 burst of passion.

Cut to Dorothy Jimmy made 110 such con¬

fession. He managed to calm her and then
lie and 1 rushed off to follow the instinct
which made Jimmy feel that that mysterious
interview between J'rince Ali and his fol¬
lower had a definite connection with tho
murder of Christopher McHay.
Now I must ask my readers lo come hack

\ with me and listen to a story which came
to us later 011 from strange sources. There
was indeed a reason why I'lince Ali of Cal¬
cutta had travelled across the ocean to week
out McKay.

If Jimmy had followed the mysterious
"Irangei who had been admitted to Ali's
iresence. 'nto .lint gloomy house to which
we were hound, it Is just possible that the
story 1 write might be far different. Hut
those who know the Fast, with its fatality,
its superstition it impln< aid" desir" 10

M.nV,> v ,chria"">"'T
tu!Xi*iSnJX2"z"" "r "».

srey, ~~pAitsu?
ihe uns\v<M-viiisr n-mU1,',* l"

r P!?"r M,'l.h

faith had bound (L. pi.h. b t,ielr, »"">ess
'h'KaM la r» 1.1. oJ,V 0a.l'11 °s°^'1> «-

h/a'-e,,^ .V.'-0.!w.'V"'1 ^>V"rtI: will

.liilhci c>? <'*Vuti" '. ^ »>{" Shara Alt. Uajo
Hnddha will "

6 °UI'a aJ»'a'"-

Twcnt v-fi v-. ~.r
'lie "ti itish i'Vtitv iii ? .T° y0""5 o(n.»' "t

r«i 1 j-ouii? mil w«i. .

»"nrrnd a ocuutl-

ie his brid» Till 7 r,,,t from »"'«"<. l"

cavali y ado%v; ' r^,,,v^ "a- "rltlM,

who had <1-1,. i j ,. . --v > Ul'vr creature

junp le where i wWW\!*)* cr.h"»

n'toou- he, .>

Jlnim» sn.l od It, ,.lt^

?S?"\v^ihi'JI>>iil,st,:ls.1v-.,,ea,,*r»»lh2
p.-.. ji t»»r. Isi. hev hitrli I «.

<i,,uat flfe'J>o

pli'Mur-'wiK:'!' lier lycs fenw't'»
I .' .-nrvPii lit.,!,.- ,i

Cx'i'>ij;lte-

!tc; :;r - >

siii.'. .V hy 3< tei mined to Ket it

jw.riw/r,""; ' 'At !U feet' 'r>

the ait;¦ '

Th,
. if,f'0^ I in* »»cf*re

V;, ;I'^;a**>.»*»*.>£draw back In hvrror
J. Jljer.i uigriiy from the temple

I .n-iinA'c .^'Vs." ,'h"° V".,hft h*««. 'he

>rular,t
disappointment made her

h.» hnshan: r-.nl i r.r>t heartier ie».« «,e

1 01,1,1 >4' hut first he v-ou p-
:,,,e ctfon to i»iiv ti,« !tj.i Tl'.

imht no visited (ho st..n» ten;.]* :.u-«in ].

,K
" aT/Xn 8h?.t " "S,,tCrt '!i> ^ in-

\c;uUn? t\!*Ka,ne -vo"^' I'^os. Was

H,nJ WM« »'i« Hide.

"« it ¦> ' \0 «lomaiid:< of t!i»i
l-.irliiO'.i^an, who oven in < onranp4t

seem-jc :i. a|iei, to the K^! l, n- ,? n^»
I'nesl -vns. young and hot- j|o.,ieU > urev-

Then" <>,o eaptH.n
' %'

urc IU rlvnllK ,
" you,,K lUx'^imi

riifenir,.,\oKor us holster ui sclf-
nit»ir.|>tin« to strike the knife

-loavv 'hu11 onStif h,iUl| l,C. >;rol,Kh* lll,wn ".«

.nil 1
"l; J'Hiian s head. Vhe nrie-t

\l~ h'-wf1^. bff?ra t,,e n,,a' of Kud-iha?
>ride's Vtm,i' a 11 a 1 ' imrjiostf. Mi.s

«n'e wn- win. ^ W"S Hfr t-

Mi tkm . '1 "MfutrtHod and her Inisban.l.

i.i- i
J,lah,:"" he fore t - altar o"

aiiSXI-."-^;?, "" - ."« »».u

««n«1 J;'",',;"".
;s?50t' Uu^'e0fr';i!k?

I'.uddha
aE i-.-fo.-t-'"h !-h tlest '.'r\ ,St?" °is^h?v-Tvf;'1!i^-£vf A«.'5TSokr ,ha

;;s hr.oe wV?h^15 rrh.infv.-i
he o i I of ,,:Vl'a,t s^c'. desired.and that wa"
ne tiitl of the story, no thouglit.
tliOM^V/.f.i,.1' l,.'.c of IJuddha. Arm

oflheVS^'lwhiVif we of A! ' u-111' s,la"«e P'l.ssiliilitJes
rtiiin ue of the West can never <inder.

t'lnniv nVJ' suddenly a queer radiance lit tlui

imon
*,lt*u. and lo ISudiiha iiimself stoou

V?round.
' .",e|,,K"1' s,owl>' to tlio

th"e "f!*11 «,.'e !V,if" w'¦'* h had iaiU-n tiom

it oiii i h <S nerveless hand and hold

Hisod l.U .
votary. Slowly the llrahmlii

1 h,.s lo,'»' tlie knife and then the
Msu.n o» liuddha failed from his «-yes.

H
l,ie >'o»'ik priest knew his dutv.

his VornnM "Ve"Se" '''hettod Had «lion
And if Jimmy liarton had stood outside or

the house to whi.-li ho had followed . »?i
mysterious Kas, ,.ti,ail u,.,!,! ,,1,'
'?.T,,y °f, VU" "K :! "f ''"ddha told l>v the

jouns iinest liim^t'lt
l^or All Taihel. of I'aleutf u .« it.n

'""'..St. and < hristo|)l. r M. Iiav the' Knulisl,?
t«" tnke\"\,Bc",."",l<ll,a "i"' lilm

written d « , t
* S,n.n ' hiivo

riiten di.wn >lr(l (|lt, slolA i(f
Mone t-od-it stood silen. and fori I J
wi h the mi win king ...ol.lncss of ,-xt.rior out

always m ei.ij.ty house.*.
W'e found ilie door open. Qtiieilv ,ve crent

e.l
,lH' hail Jimmy

Id tlu. wn> up a narrow iliulu of stair*

us'7, uT'iIi'i "" ('n?a,: r""' rem oust i ale with

tini"i . f
°1"' u',v «l» throuKh the thi. k

Ml of darkness. I.oneash ono no saw

i » 'K -f 1 i,¦ 11t Thai must ho
the meeting place of u,e |.;ast j,,dinns.

vr.b n y~rlcfx "V. sl"v-'' musical . «.i.-f . ,|u.

he-irt of iVi' '*j,8t--was fpcaliini;. l-'roni tlio

.M
Whore II... lir.i! . hap.

. lie hoarl 'ofU\v "<y"r'Vr .voa'-s before., to
ino ht.ii I of Western i.'lvi iiat Ion. the see-
on I . hnpter of the story of the Stone Cod a

Taldv t0h^lr .US- . Hero it is:

teller of tlii! ::Vrll'K,AU ^ahmuil. the

to a h.mi /a,°' h:ul Kone !" motor cab

I'if' ' " St f-"- out in the .stihurhs All's

I v ai l f
"" orl,,C0 between ll.e win-

la rt i'.VcLi And llu-i. ah iiimself

^""* ,|,||,,I(|W a«»rl entere.' the
house of his enemy.the hotisa or the. de.ne
trator of Huddha's altar

v.»l,t°,Thni<,C "f ,U,C ! '"".<. was a Kre.it

r.
«in«

li'.'.'-'m0'1 The'!"J.'"'<.Ii'm

f"i '' ' O'lld <-h.se thr outer doors.

which the Ea.-ft Indian ifnew mlsrht be sealed
ti. the world forever if the only man who
possessed I ho secret combination whichJ,,,..,,».| thorn wet- dead. the curtains at »h*
vvlndow parted anii AH leaped across tho

In his hnr" was the knife which the >ountf
nrlest of Buddha hr.*l consecrated lo revfnw
i went J-Ave vtirs before. lhe.tk"lf® Jdashed and fell. Christopher Moll»> neeled
nn« staggered to a chair. And then tho
priest »f Btu'dhp spoke In ti voice w bleb
held t he jent-up hatred of t\vcnt>-n\e
vparu.

...fie vim remember 111®? asken All.Ciaspiip in agony, McKay locked at his
enemy.

_And now Buddha s vengeance was ,c°rn-t.leted.Christopher McKay knew that ceath
wits upon him. For this he hac. waited
through long years. The terror or Ihla had
walked at his side. It liar, made him the
victim of a secret fear. It had given him
a. h-jrror of ro'.HK alone, and because of it he

. j. btic-I diinm

I'nless .liin-
at once and
itself might

had bein unwilling tc let Dorothy niarr>\because of his haunting fear.his tribute
to dead love -he bail denied Imrotlty livingl,.vi> Some of the fear and terror the manfelt" ; ad been evident to Maliituiri, wr.ltlnyoutsit,1 fc for his master. All.
"The dog » f an Kiigllshman.Infid?' and

unbeliever thr. t he was. ena ceiild see on
;<is fa«" that be bad known--that the fearill Kuddha hacome down ths years withhim," sneered Mahmnd.

I shivered a little tl-ere in tbe b ack ball-
wv. L \von«lerc«l trout. Muliinud
w oil it* mete out to us. infidels and unbeliev¬ers. too. If he were to find us 'istenlng to
the secret conclave of his people!
The Indian Mabmud spoke again. and at

the bitterness of his tone 1 crept closer '.<>
the door.

. .. .."But Buddha.where is Bucdlia. criec.
the other Indians.

..You do not ask Where is All .laibel.
Do you forget your master? It was¦ hp who
wpiit in search of the god. said Mabmud,
ami his smile became still more evil.
"Where, then, is Ali .laibel.' As «he In¬

dians* moaned the words they sounded like
a chant.a dirge of evil.
There was a moment <: f l>reathle>s slill-

i,p*« while I waited for the answer. Where
was 'All .laibel? Perhaps even now be was
ireeping up through the dark house with
tho Hgure of tiie Stone God held above huu
as a talisman.

."Where, then, is All .laibel. spoke Mah-
irucl hitterlv. "Remember that 1 stood out-
sid» the window, helpless to interfere, and
thai what came to pass happened quickl.v.Me spurned the dying man with his fool and
opened the doors of the vault.first the
outei ones. Then be swung open the inner
one1 1 looked ami there on an altar stooc.
'Juddlia. Kven that cursed

< Englishmanmust build an aitar to Buddha!
"And then, in a fla^h, as lie pulled openwide those inner doors. I saw a heav> ser¬

vice i evoiver such as the dogs of Kngland
use. It was caught hack upon tho frame¬
work on i Ins altar where Buddha stood.
When the doors were opened wide, a wire
fastened i* it would null back the trigger.
screamed, but it was tot late, "ur master

Mi fell dead."
There was a moment of silence.
\nd then a shout went up: 'But Buddha!

Our Cod! Is still in the keeping of those
accursed Knglisli. There is a daughter.Buddha must be avenged."
Buddha was* still in the possession orMoroth.v McKay.and the Indians did not pro-

post that their god should be kept longerfrom the altars of his country.
my and ) could get ir Porotlijbear her a warning, her life
be forfeited .

,Jimmy voiced my thoughts: We ve goito make a ipiick get-away. Miss Fairfax.That girl hasn't a soul to prote< I her. ller
lather is dead.and the chap she wanted to
marry < an't d>> much to protect her, for the
police ha\e him. We must get out of here><efore they hatch up any more mischief."

"Yes. We have all the evidence we need
to save Donald Jordan, ami the point is to
save the witnesses for the defense." said 1.
But we were reckoning without our host,which Is a way human fairy godmothers and

godfathers have.
As wo In mo*! wo. beheld »'i incnacinp fipuroat' the head of the stairs. lie stood therefor a. moment and then vanished. It seemed

almost as If he dissolved into space.
As we found later, be went down the stair¬

way again on noiseless felt-shod feet. And
then on so modern an instrument as a steam
pipe he rapped out a signal from the lower
tloor i>> the council in the upper room.
Jimmy and I delayed no more 'ban ten

seconds after wo saw our "ghostly" visi¬
tant. But those ten seconds were danger-
mis.and a moment later *\ ». fell that
had been fatal to the happiness of Ponald
Jordan and r>oroth> McKay.For suddenlv the door at which we werekneeling burst open. Jimmy tumbled
ward into ihe room, for his hand had been
upon (lit: doorknob am1, the force with which
the door was opened jerked him Into it

I ?timed and ran in a crouching positionwhich hid me from the group In the room.
The stairway was only ten pa.es behind me
.but It seoi.icil long minutes until I readiedit. Then l straiglileneo up ami ran uuicwiydow n.

1 reached the foot of the stairs and the
checkered pattern of the moonlight on tli«
street outsiilo seemed nickering a siui. of
v. elconic lo me.
And just as I strppeo h> the threshold and

safety strong arms muffled me. The mailwho "had found us at the keyhole hat. l»e-
tiavcd us to the enemy and was preventing
me "from lllgh*. Me draggel me up the .-nrs
again and thrust me roughly Into the room.
The Indians were silting in a circle as iffor some council ceremonial.
Jimmy stood at one side of the toon.,

gas-jet 'dickered In the darkness.
The swarthy Buddhists sat in a circle and

talked a strange Jargon.a dialect which
teemed formless and wordless lo me.

We. stool in the sinister circle of alien
souls uulte helpless. 1 thought of the girli had tried to befriend.Ihe girl whose love
story must have so sad an ending if 1 did
not live to tell her the truth.
Mabmud held up his hand for silence and

turned to me with a courtly deference tlist
1 knew was the elaborate, snrcasm of the Kasf
which, when it appear; most servile, Is often

most triumphantly masterful. "You shall
hi>ar our decision. madam, since our affairs
Interest von so much."

"Listen. American mm, and listen, too,
white memsahib. since your men admit
women to their 'ouncil fires," said Mahrnud.
"Shara All Jaihel. Rajo of Calcutta, gave
his life for a greai »ause.It shall not be In
vain. . Do you understand?" ". '.

"No." «ald Jimmy. "Day your cards on-the
tahle. Talk EnKllsh. No diplomatic palaver
- -tell uk just what you intend.

"It «hrll he as you wish," said Mahrnud.
"Ali died for Buddha. Twenty-five years of
his life he gave to planning how he should
save Buddha from the infidels.an English¬
man lias died and his life paid for the sac¬
rilege of his theft. That Is not enough.

"All c'ieci. too. He must be avenged.and
Buddha must fce returned to the stone altar
which waits for Its god. The dead English¬
man reached out from beyond the grave to
kill All. Ali shall reach out from beyond
the grave in his turn.
"We go to take the Buddha.and the life

of Sahib McKay's daughter. The little white
metnsahlb shall die. Now is it clear? Now
do you see the cards on the table?"

"Will you let the white memsahib speak?"
I asked.

,"Speak before you diet" said Mahmud in
n voice which oven then in that moment of
loom I felt no place anywhere in the world
except In n. comic opera with a libretto by
Ocorge Ade.
A meat deal depended on that permission.

If Mahmud had refused. I wonder what would
>.*<ome of us. l-'or if I was permitted to
speak I had thought of a way that possibly
might save us. I hacked over toward the
open window ard leaned against it as If I
were collapsing and needed the support of
a sitting posture against thp window sill.
And as I spoke T waved my hand cautlous-

.> behind me. Perhaps there was a police¬
man near.perhaps ovir taxi driver had lin¬
gered and would see the signal.

Steadily and quietly I waved my hand, and
frantically I made my plea: "It isn t fair .<»
take him He enly came to help me. 1 am
the helper of all these who love. The. man
v. hose life your god demanded was cruel to
his daughter..in would not let her marry
her beloved.he hated them both. Do you

"Now i.' you kill the girl and let the boy
die for the father's death you will only be
ai rying out the wishes of the man who de¬nied your gcd. Do you want to do that?'"

; had struck the right note. My words
made an impression r n the emotional East¬
erners. Verbaps they liked the idea of a
woman's daring to speak to them..but 1
think it was their hatred of Christopher Mc-.
liny which made them unwilling to do any¬
thing which might have pleased him in life;

At last they decided t) carry us into an
inner rocm, and leave Mahmud to guard 'if
while they conferred and decided how to tits- .

pose of us.
I do not know whether or 110 they would

have shown mercy. Mahmud stood at the
door, a cold, Inplacable figure. He held .a
gun.weapon of the young Western civili¬
zation, levelled at Jimmy. My first signals
for help so cautiously given had failed.now
.Jimmy's eyes, as they caught mine. Hashed
a signal as clear as if he had spoken. That
signal said: "We must lake this fellow ^ff
his guard."

' turned to the window and brazenly and
openly 1 signalled to the pitiless empty
space, where I knew all too well no friend
lurked in readiness to help us.
Mahmud sprang to the window to see what

hidden reinforcements there might be with¬
out. And in ihe same moment Jimmy's fin-
irers found the throat of our sentinel and
their steady pressure choked him into In¬
sensibility.

Quickly Jimmy tore the rob* and turban
of his caste from Mnhmud's body. As qulck-
ly he dragged the unconscious Indian to ope
side of the room and flung on the robe and
turban, which seemed suddenly to trans¬
form him out of all semblance to the Jimmy
Barton of the Journal, whom 1 knew, and to
turn him into a priest of Buddha! Then Jim- .

my took the gun with which Mahmud had
threatened us and fired a shot.
The explosion brought the Indians troop-

Ing to the doorwav. Jimmy stood with his
smoking pistol levelled nt the figure in tlm
corner. The pantomime, was clear to Ihe In-
.liatis. Mahmud had killed the American and
was taking his woman. Respectfully enough
they stood aside while Jimmy dragged mo
from the room through the path to the. free*
ilom his stratagem had created.

A second later Jimmy had half-pulled, half-
carried me down the stairway and into the
waiting taxi. We were Just in time, for the
masquerade had been discovered and Mah¬
mud was staggering ahead of his followers
who came to bring us the sure doom our
daring had Invited.
Taxi driver 3S.09" is a clever chap, and hi."curly red head covers a quick and activebrain which must be a Joy to all who knowhim. f 11 record time he had started his carfull speed ahead and before we could be

pursued by ahything more daiurerour- thanshouts and objurgations wo .were careeningaround the corner on one wheel.and that
one wheel was distinctly without the speedlaw.

"il'JO Pc-lham Road." shouted Jimmy to ourflying charioteer.
I felt like part of a kaleidoscope in vigor¬ous revolution when we drew up again atdie gateway of - - Pelhatn road. Kventsthere had proceeded cautiously and circum¬

spectly while we had been whirling through
a chapter of pastern lore. Western Juris¬prudence moves with a certain pompous ele¬
gance and unwraps itself from its mufflingsof red tape but slowly.
As wo came up the path leading to thehouse. I heard a voice speaking with quietemphasis: "I'll have to arrest you. I'll have

to arrest you 011 a charge of murder."
Donald Jordan, protesting vigorously Ihowhile, was seized by a detective who wasleading him grimly away.
Suddenly Dorothy's self control broke.Her love was so great that not even herhideous suspicion could turn it to hairedA vision of Donald paying the penalty forhis crime must have softened her heart, for

now she burst into wild weeping and flungherself into arms which were held out toenfold her.
Jimmy and I were rushing up the path tobear witness for the innocent \oung law¬

yer. Jimmy was an incongruous enough fig¬ure in his turban and the robes which bel¬lowed and eddied and g;ive eccentric visionsot the trousered legs beneath them.
Jimmy Barton certainly did not look likea Ilea ven-sent messenger; but I am sureDorothy McKay thought he was when hecried out dramatically: "The murderer otMr. McKay is in the vault!"
He crossed over (o the heavy steel door of the

great vault and threw it open. Face down¬ward on the floor lay the robed figure of
the Buddhist priest, and. smiling inscrutablyabove him, the ilguro of Buddha squatted on
the shelf which had been a shrine to the loveof 1; dead woman.

1'liristopher McKay's body had been carried
away to be prepared for its last sleep.Slsara Ali would be given to his followersand the Stone Clod. with its inscrutable Jade
eyes. must be theirs, too theirs to returnto the far-away stone temple where Chris*toplier McKay had paid tribute *o a lovethat was some day to cost his lif»,

"1 guess there's no need for us any more,"said the detective when Jimmy had finishedhis story. "It's some beat for your paper.Isn't it. Mr. Barton? But I guess therear.en't any 'love-lorn' around here needingMiss Ka rfav now." The detective grinnedin friendly wise.
I turned to where Donald Jordan stoodholding Dorothy 'in his arms, defying ovendeath to cause her sorrow, since she had ut*

love to protect her.
And from his niche in the vault bullw^tohonor him, the Stone Ood stared at us -vlthalien eyes that were Inscrutable, but seemedno longer hostile since they looked on love.lAnother* Adventure .\e*t Week,!


